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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


F NEW YORK, as a State, is to have any share in the success of the 
World’s Fair in Chicago, it is emphatically time to take action to 
that end. Our Legislature ought to move in the matter as soon as it 
meets. No time is to be wasted if New York’s showing is to be made 
in any way commensurate with her place among the States. Even with 
the utmost expedition, the time is short enough. A year and a half isa 
brief period in which to make provision for adequately or even approxi- 
mately displaying the wealth and treasures of the Empire State. If our 
legislators dally with the question, or let others of less importance take 
precedence of it, their lukewarmness will inevitably cause a curtailment 
of the ways and means of the exhibition, which can not but be at once 
disgraceful to New York and unfair to Chicago. 


* 
* * 


It is not necessary to urge any legislative action in behalf of the 
manufacturing interests of New York. Our manufacturers are quite 
sufficiently alive to every possibility of business profit. And they may be 
trusted to lose no chance that the World’s Fair may offer them to advertise 
their wares and to extend their business, It is another side of New York 
civilization that should engage the attention of the legislature. It is the 
New York of Art, of the higher Artisanship, of Luxury, of Aésthetic 
Culture that should be represented at Chicago, not only for Chicago’s 
sake but for New York’s own. For few people realize to what an enormous 
extent the vast wealth of the metropolis has educated and enriched her 
social life with the treasures of beauty, elegance and refinement. 


* 
* * 


Her overplus of wealth has often been made a reproach to New York. 
But this very overplus has enabled the New Yorker to outbid the European 
on his own ground, to bring home with him his pick and choosing from 
every art market in the Old World —not only to be hoarded as precious 
acquisitions, but to serve as models and object-lessons to American artisans 
and American workmen. Even where this wealth has been in the hands 
of people with small capacity for spending it to the best purpose, its use 
has been largely directed by men who possess the authority to which even 
parvenu wealth bows. These men, guided by old traditions, by the accu- 
mulated education of generations, by tastes formed upon exalted models, 
have used the riches of others to such high ends that New York stands 
to-day alone among all the cities of the Union an active influence in creative 
art. That the material grandeur of this country will be well represented 
at Chicago there should be no doubt. New York alone can show the 
height of her achievement in the things which must appeal to the finer 


powers of the human mind. 
* 
* - 


Will she do it? If no other interest whatever were involved, we should 
hope that she would for her own sake alone. Ina vague way New Yorkers 
know that the treasure-houses of Europe have been ransacked to furnish 
forth their parlors, their galleries and their cabinets. They know that the 
New York ‘‘collector” is famous throughout the Old World as well for his 
keenness and knowledge as for his undaunted liberality. They know that the 
delicate artisanship of New York is known and admired in European Capi- 
tals. They know that the day is long past when to say that a thing was 
imported was to imply that it was necessarily superior to the native pro- 
duct. They know all these things, but yet they have, it is safe to say, no 
realizing sense of what the facts mean. If New York could be persuaded 
to bring out all, nay, but the half of her art and cunning workmanship — 
the show would be something to dazzle the eyes of the world, and none 
would be more astounded than New York’s own citizens; for none would 
be better able to understand the magnitude of its value, materially and 
zsthetically considered. 

* 
* * 

We of New York should not forget that the impulse to development 
in the direction of art came to us from across the ocean; that that impulse 
received its first guidance and helpful restraint from Old World wisdom, 
and that our art was necessarily imitative until it grew strong enough to 
claim the right to its own initiative; nor must we forget that for the first 
movement toward spreading among the masses the desire of beautifying 
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our dull daily lives, for the first movement toward the establishment of 
more enlightened canons of taste than those that had obtained for many 
decades of purely material growth, we must thank the Exposition of 1876, 
at Philadelphia. It was there that the mass of the people first woke up 
to the dull, depressing ugliness of their daily surroundings, and learned 
something of the desirability of decorating the home with that kind of 
beauty, which, simple or ornate, is eternally in good taste. For the lessons 
learned at the Philadelphia Exposition which have brightened uncounted 
homes and added to the common stock of wholesome refinement, the whole 
country may well be grateful; and no people kave more reason to be 
grateful than the New Yorkers. 


* 
* * 


Now it is their turn to cc for the West and for the country at large 
what foreign exhibitors did for us all in the year 1876. It would not only be 
a proud exhibit for New York, but it should be a keen and strong stimulus 
to the finest qualities of Amezican ingenuity from one end of the land to 
the other. Such an exhibit can not possibly be made by individual or 
private effort. It must have the liberal, generous and hearty backing of 
the State. The exhibitors of this class need special inducements, special 
protection, special facilities; and whatever money can give them they 
should have. 

* 
* * 

Great as is the material prosperity of New York, the glory of which 
we speak —her wealth of artistic achievement and luxurious refinement — 
does far more to place her high among the great cities of the world. It 
represents a slow, a healthy, a wisely moderate growth along the noblest 
lines that a community may grow to. Nothing could be better for a great 
people than the gentle, humane and catholic civilization which goes hand- 
in-hand with a sane, vigorous love and knowledge of art. Whatever of 
this love and knowledge New York has to impart to others, she should give 
unsparingly and ungrudgingly. It would be easy enough for the metropolis 
of the Empire State to astonish the beholder with the display of her mighty 
riches and of her unparalleled productiveness as a manufacturing city; but 
if she were to lay all her wealth in sight, the very best thing that could be 
said of it would be that it had been the instrument of teaching her people 
to beautify and to refine their lives. 


* 
* * 


It rests with the legislature of the State of New York to say what 
showing New York shall make at the World’s Fair. The citizens of New 
York City will be at fault if their representatives fail to see that she is 
abundantly supplied with funds to make the sort of exhibit in which she 
can have no rival in the country; and the sight of which would be of 
incalculable interest and advantage to the people of the United States. 








THE COMING ARISTOCRACY. 

QUIET PETE, — What's the matter, Blinkey, business slack ? 
BLINKEY. — No; but I hates to git done up, Two famblies 
skipped last night from de corner flat, owin’ me t'ree months’ rent, 
















ONE OF THE PERVERSITIES OF FATE. 





Your furnace does n't throw out any heat, 
and, having endured it as long as you can,— 


A SLIGHT VARIATION. 


j =\HE LADS who went a-courting long ago, 
When Cupid’s manners were sedate and slow, 





That responded to the rhythm of her pretty little feet. 


That girls are different now, full well we know ; 

But he who fondly seeks to play the beau 

Still finds a doughty rival in the wheel that turns so fleet 
And sees her on a bicycle go sailing down the street. 
Philander C. Johnson. 


A VERBAL BRUSH. 


Ouse woLD Joy)| 1) 


je 


FURNACE Co || 


— you go to your furnace-dealer and indig- 
nantly request him to send a may to find out 
what is the matter,— 


Oft vied for her attention with the spinning-wheel so neat, 
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—and the next day, when the man comes 


that furnace is giving out heat enough to 


warm a cathedral. 


AN EVEN 
You will 


CHANCE. 


BANK PRESIDENT, have to go to Canada alone; I shall 


give myself up. 
CASHIER.— If you do, 


you will go to state prison. 


BANK PRESIDENT.—Well, it’s a toss-up; and I’ve been to Canada. 
THE ODDS AGAINST HIM. 
©] don’t feel right about going in there,” said Chillson Feevor, in 


front of a physician’s house. 
‘«‘Pshaw! He 
Coles. 
‘««T know; 


’s one of the best doctors in the city,” replied Coffin 


but look 


at his sign —‘g to 1.’” 





Fox-Hounb. — Bow- wow - ow- ow-ow- wow! 
(which, being interpreted, signifies) —1 have 
followed you for ten miles and now I ’ve 
got you. 

Fox.— Wah!! what do you 
me for? An anise-seed bag? 





take 


NOT A PROFESSIONAL. 
YOUTHFUL Humorist.— | have a 
number of little — er witticisms 
which I would like to submit. 
Epiror Weekly Junk (suspicious- 
/y).— Any mother-in-law jokes? 
‘No; indeed.” 
‘« Stove-pipe jokes?” 
‘¢ Not one.” 
«* Plumber jokes?” 
‘¢No; sir.” 
‘ Boa rding-house jokes 
‘No; sir.’ 
eChieth festival oyster jokes?” 
‘¢ No; sir.” 
‘¢] thought not. ‘Your matter won't 
do. We don’t want any amateur stufi 
here.” 


>” 





‘¢ WHAT MAN dares, I dare!” ex- 
claimed the girl, putting on 

her brother’s collar and cravat. But 
Mephistopheles, with an_ inclination 
of the left eye-lid, remarked that her 
daring, though high, did n’t reach 
low enough for her brother’s trousers. 


SOME OLD-FASHIONED folks are 
like ballet - girls — they keep 
their fortune in their stockings. 


‘* Fast BIND, FAST FIND” — Young 
Women with Contracted Waists. 


ALL THAT the stranded actor asks is that 
people will give him a show. 


WHEN STREPHON, hearing in the dark 
A step, gave Bridget Daphne’s kiss, 
He evidently asthe his mark 
By having failed to mark his Miss. 


‘+ Well?” 


‘* Well, 


INSUPERABLE. 


‘‘What is your objection to Charles, Papa? 


asked Maud. 


‘*He plays poker,’ said Papa. 
‘‘Butsodo you. You played with him last night.’ 
‘*T know it— but he won.” 


1 don't take any such chances as that.” 






FREDDY’S QUERY. 
(FROM A CAR WINDOW.) 
He saw a long, high trellis 
Against a chimney red — 
Its creamy purple flowers 
And leafiets all had fled. 


He clapped his hands in wonder, 
And queried, all a-stare : 
‘Mama, is that a ladder 
For Santa Claus over there?” 


R. K. M. 
THE SASSIETY DRAMA. 
Mr. FUSSNITE. — Does that ac- 


tress make much money, | wonder ? 
Miss WITHAM. I 


_maker does. 


bet her dress 


WOMEN AKI they 


never plead so eloquently as 


Lorn jurists ; 


in a lost cause. 


WHILE YOU ’RE out with 

nes for rarities, 

man who could write 
did n’t. 


Dioge- 
try to find the 
a book — and 


EPIGRAMS ARE fretfui little grass- 
hoppers on the slopes of Mount 
Parnassus. ‘ 


| OSE YOUR HEART, and nobody notices 
it; lose your head, and your audience 
is waiting ! 


How couwuLp A critic ever become famous, 
if there were no minor poets to flay? 


| DON’T BELIEVE the earth goes round, 
Despite what, books declare 

I’m sure it does n’t go round; 
I never got my share. 


because 











AS A TALE THAT IS TOLD. 


HIS IS THE STORY of the reconstruction of Chenoweth Chyve. It 
| foto a moral; but as I am not sure whether the moral is moral or 
immoral, at bottom, the story may yet have a glimmer of interest, 

When Chyve came to the station, everybody said there was something 
queer between him and Mrs. Chyve. And then everybody asked what, and 
nobody answered, except old Major Doody, of the Heavy Blues, who said 
that there damned well would be, if we did n’t stop talking about it. 

The queerness was entirely in Chyve’s manner, There 

was nothing queer about Mrs. Chyve. She was a pretty 
little thing, bright as a button, who dressed well, and 
who kept both ends up socially — the men end and 
the woman end, I mean. When you find a girl who 
can do that, either marry her, or — beware of her. 

This woman had a way of refusing to flirt with a 

man, (and every man in the station learned what 

that way was,) that made him feel as though he had 

just closed the most thoroughly satisfactory love-affair 

of his life and had been complimented on his delicacy 
into the bargain. 

Chyve adored her —except for his queerness. Whether she adored 
Chyve or simply tolerated him was a question which agitated the souls of 
subalterns and mildly interested argumentative old club men toward the 
last stages of the port. 

This was the manner of his queerness: Whenever he met her, his 
manner was unmistakably rude, and even contemptuous. He never said 
anything rude; but he sounded rude. She never seemed to notice it; but 
siniled pleasantly, just as she always did. And in five minutes Chyve’s 
normal manner had come back to him: he was her lover, her devoted 
slave, her humble worshiper. You would as soon have thought, to see 
him after those first five minutes, of his being capable of an insolent de- 
meanor to Mrs. Chenoweth Chyve as you would have thought of one of 








her jhampanies turning her out of her ’rickshaw and getting in it himself. . 


And this happened every time they came together, with no exception. 
When he bowed to her as he came off parade and met her going to a 
gymkhana, there was insolence in his bow. If they went for a ride together, 
he would leave her, wearing a calf-loverly look of admiration on his great 
red face, and come lumbering back on his big waler with as nasty a sneer 
on his lips and in his eyes as you ever saw. I spent a week at their house 
once, and I will swear that he never left the room for ten minutes that he 
did not come back with that vicious look aboard. But it never affected 
Mrs. Chyve’s amiable smile; and, as for the rest of us, we gossiped it out 
pretty thoroughly, and then got used to it. You get used to almost every- 
thing in India — even to dying of the cholera. 

And so it came upon me with a shock 
when one beastly, burning morning in the ae 
hot weather, Chyve came to me to say 
that he was going to leave his wife. 

It happened thus: My syce came 
into my room at seven o’clock in the 
morning, and told me that the red sahib 
was in the dining-room with my brandy, 
and that sudden death would be his por- 
tion if he, Bung Sdada, went. back and 
told the sahib that I would not see him. 
I went down and took the. brandy away 
from Chyve, and heard what he had to say. 





He was going to England. 
He had arranged it all —a year’s leave, and then an assignment to special 
duty —- Chyve had his gun or his bayonet, or some other contraption of 
mechanical genius designed to get long leaves for inventive military men. 
And he had left Mrs. Chyve forever. . 
‘You might as well hear the whole story,” he said. 
damned long, and you ’ve got to know it to help me. I must rely on you— 


‘¢Tt ain’t so 


you ’ll see why I can’t go to any of the mess. Oh, my God, it’s awful!” 

I gave him back the brandy. What he had in him was stronger than 
brandy. He sucked the stuff down as an opium-fiend sucks a pipe. 

‘¢] married my wife six years ago,” he said, ‘six years this August. 
i came into my money when I was twenty-three —in London. You know 
what that means. I got through half of it—and ¢hat means sixty thou- 
sand — within two years. Then I knew it was time to pull up, and I 
pulled up. I had the D. T.; but I don’t think that was what frightened 
me. I was straight for a week after the nurse left, and I got over seeing 
him drop medicine — drop, drop, drop, don’t you know? I counted him 
dropping all one night. It’s awful, if you ’ve been there. 


‘¢ Well, I knew that there was only one way to keep pulled up, and 
that was to marry. I’d go to the devil, myself, but I would n’t take a 
woman with me. So I went down to a place I knew in Kent, and there I 
had nice girls thrown at my head by the dozen. I picked the nicest of 
them in cold blood, and married her. I knew she was a good girl, anda 
pretty girl, and that she thought I was a little tin god on wheels; and: she 
was willing to come out to this cursed furnace with me; and I did n’t think 
anything more about it. That was all I wanted.” 

He reached for the brandy again. This time i put his hand back. 

‘¢We came out here, and put in three years at Hubukkun — three 
years of fool happiness —at least, 1 was happy. I had the regiment — 
the best regiment on the face of the footstool — and I had — well, what- 
ever I wanted; and I treated my wife well, or I thought I did, barring ‘hat ; 
and it seemed to me that she was just as happy as I was. When you think 
you know ’em, my boy, you may be sure you don’t. 

‘¢Tt came on me just like that.” And here Chyve snapped his big 
fingers like a pistol-shot. ‘It was the first time she ’d ever been away from 
I sent her to Simla — the cholera had struck us pretty hard. She 





me. 
went — she always did what I told her to. But I 
am sure she did n’t want to go. I know 





why, now. 

‘“‘Well, I had to help a poor young 
devil out who had been bled worse than 
common by some infernal skvof. They 
came to my house to sign some papers. 
Of course, my inkstand was dry. I went 
to my wife’s desk, and I spilled her ink- 
stand over everything. Top of the desk 
black as the devil’s tail. I was sorry; I 
always treated her well — same as she 
treated the cat. So I went for old Ghorm- 
leh to put in a new top to the desk. He 
made it. It was one of those inlaid gimcracks, all mother-of-pearl and 
stuff. Bought it at young Puddleby’s sale— man who went broke on 
Latun, don’t you know? 

‘¢ Well, what I’m going to tell you sounds queer; but I will swear | 
had no more suspicion of my wife than I had of my mother, as I sat there, 
watching that old heathen doing wonderful things with his snaky fingers. 
I was just watching the gold and mother-of-pearl and being amused, like 
the déte-a-bon-dieu. Queer, was n’t it? 

‘‘He had to take the top off, and out came one of those secret 
drawers -— not real secret drawers, you know; but things with a spring to 
them, just put in to amuse the women. There was a package of letters 
in the drawer, and I picked it up. ‘Some of Lalun’s nonsense,’ I said to 
myself. ‘Hope the old woman has n’t found ’em.’ There was n’t any 
address on any of them, and I give you my word, I opened the first one 
mechanically, without one thought in my mind except to spare Puddleby 
a jealous twist. Then I saw —well, here they are, and you ’ll see what | 
saw. I read ’em all through. I don’t know what I did else; but I remem- 
ber old Ghormleh going out of the room with his hide turned clean 
gray, and chattering something about the cholera. Read ’em.” 

I took the crumpled, fingered package, and read. There were two 
dozen letters, folded as our grandfathers folded letters, and unaddressed. 
They were all written by Mrs. Chyve to a man, and there was not a word 
or aline that could give the shadow of a clue as to the identity of the man. 
They were the ‘‘ carefullest ” letters 1 have ever read —and I have read 
Lalun’s. For the rest, they were gushy protestations of affection and 
admiration, and wails over some impassable barrier 
that separated him from the writer. They left 
no doubt that Mrs. Chyve loved the man de- 
votedly —and innocently, so far as acts were 
concerned. 

I was wading through them, and wonder- 
ing if the man had written anything very much 
sillier in return, when I looked up and caught 
Chyve gazing at me with an expression of 
enthusiastic admiration on his broad features. 

‘¢ Ever read anything like ’em?” he de- 
manded. ‘Is n’t one woman in a million could write letters like that! 
Why, that French woman — what was her name ?—Sévigné — Récamier? 
she was a fool to her. Think of my treating that woman just if she were 
an ordinary —well, just an ordinary wife, don’t you know, same as other 
fellows have! Why, if she wrote for the papers, she ’d make a fortune. 
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Don’t you think so? And not a word of it forme! Oh, my God!” he 
ended up suddenly, with his face hid in his arms. 

After a while he looked up again. 

‘‘ That was all I thought of them. They were written to another 
man, and I swore in my soul that I would know who that man was. | 
went straight up to Simla. She took it as white and cool as any woman 
ever took a thing like that! Did n’t deny a thing. 

Said it was all so. She did love the fellow. 

She ’d never done anything that my wife 

ought to be ashamed of; and it was all 
over, any way. And if I did n’t like it 
— that ain’t just the way she talked, but 
that ’s what it came to. 

‘¢T suppose you ’Il think I was a fool 
that I did n’t do then what I’m doing 
now. But I was hell-bound to find zm. 
I just wanted to see that man once, and 
have it over. I thought I could find out, 
‘All right,’ I said; ‘you say you ’re my 

wife still. I’m your husband. That’s all.’” 

He chewed his red moustache in silence for a while. 

«¢And that was all. For three years of unadulterated Hell I have 
lived with my wife, and every year I have learned more and more what a 
long-eared, conceited, swaggering, devil-driven ass I was to lose her. For 
the first year I only wanted to find out who the other man was. Now | 
don’t care. No!”—and he beat with his fist on the table — ‘by the 
Lord, I don’t blame him —nor her. If he was the measliest subaltern 
that ever danced along by her ’rickshaw, I don’t blame him. He knew 
enough to worship her, and I did n’t.” 

«¢It seems to me,” I said, ‘‘ that you ’ve got to fight a ghost.” 

He shook his head. 

«©The pace is too much for me. I’ve gone my distance. I’m 
going home.” He ground his teeth. ‘*Home! I’ve left 4e7 well taken 
care of. She can have every ounce of my dust if she wants it. But she 
is n’t that sort. And I’m going. I’ve found out one thing in these three 
years. When I don’t see her face I can hate and detest her as I suppose 
a man ought to. When I see her, I’m her slave —damn it, I’m like an 
ayah with a kid. Well, there’s all I want of you, old man. Tell her 
this; tell her that Bounderby & Co. will give her all the money she wants 
—and do you give her those damned letters, so that she can know I’m not 
holding ’em over her head. You see now why I can’t go to any fellow in 
the mess. I might be handing ’em to 47m.” 

I took the letters and Chyve’s message to Mrs. Chyve that evening. 
Chyve had fixed the hour. Later on, I knew why he wanted the start. 

I found her sitting by the lamp, reading. I don’t know what excuse 
Chyve had made for his absence during the day; but I knew she expected 
me and knew my errand. A friend of mine once taught me how to read 


faces. 





if I only waited long enough. 





He was pipe-claying his belt at the time. 
«¢ A man’s eye and a woman’s mouth, sor,” he said; ‘luk there for 
the lie’ an’ the troot’.” Mrs. Chenoweth Chyve tried to look surprised 


about her mouth, and failed. 
I told my story. She had got her mouth under 
orders by that time, and her vague courteous 
smile lasted while I talked. 
Then Mrs. Chyve said: 
“Well?” 
I took that bucket of cold water right in 
my face. 
‘“« Well,” I said, «I have the honor to 
report for orders.” 
She looked me in the eye. 
‘¢You are my husband’s representa‘ive. 
Are you authorized to comply with my wishes?” 
ts Ves,” 

‘¢In everything? ” 

‘¢In everything.” 

‘¢ Then please pick out any one of those letters, and hand it to me.” 

I picked out one at random. She rose, and, with a graceful turn of 
her plump wrist, held it over the lamp. Then she handed it back to me. 
There was an address on it, in dirty brown: 

Lieutenant A. E. Chenoweth Chyve, 
H. M. Royal Bengal Light Artillery. 

I looked at Mrs. Chenoweth Chyve, and she quelled a disrespectful 
admiration which was kindling in my eye. 

«¢ Lemon-juice,” she said. ‘* It was a school-girl’s trick. 
only a fool.” 

There are various ways in which a woman can make a man feel what 
a base animal he is. Lalun has one way; women like Mrs. Chenoweth 
Chyve have another. The Chyve way hurts worst. 

But after Mrs. Chyve had humbled me, she dismissed me from her 
thoughts. One after the other she picked up each letter, held it over the 
lamp, watched the address come out, opened it and glanced at the contents, 
and then threw it down on the table. Meanwhile she talked. 

«¢It was the first year that we were married. I loved him, and I had 
found out how he loved me. And I was just silly enough to think that I 





No; I was 
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could make things different. Oh, how silly! And I wrote those letters. 
I wrote them because I was young and I wanted to live. I wrote the ad- 
dresses in that way because I was ashamed to write them in ink. It wasn’t 
because I was afraid of anyone’s seeing them. I never thought of that un- 
til they weve seen. I was very silly. Perhaps you don’t believe ! could 
have been so silly.” 

If I was humbled before, I was in the sub-cellar of humiliation now. 

‘I didn’t know,” I said, ‘*that Chyve was such a fool. But I'll 
guarantee that he never will be again — after I’ve told him.” 

‘¢ After you have what?” she asked. If you can imagine an iceberg 
resenting an impertinence from the runt of a polar bear’s litter, you can 
form some faint idea of how Mrs. Chyve said that «¢ what.” 

«¢ You — you don’t wish me to tell him?” I stammered. 

‘*No,” she replied. ‘«* And you have promised to do as I wish.” 

I bowed my head; but I protested. 

‘¢T don’t think,” I said, «‘ you know the depth of your husband’s love 
for you.” 

‘¢] know what is deeper than any man’s love —his vanity. And I 
know enough not to attempt to fight ¢Aat. If you were to tell him that I 
wrote those letters to 47m, do you know what would happen? For six 
months he would worship me. Then he would worship himself. After a 
conquest like that, do you think his ambition would be easily gratified?” 

‘¢ But he is gone,” I began, ‘‘ gone to England —” 

‘¢ He is gone to Bombay,” she said, with a smile that was resigned and 
bitter and confident and disillusioned, all at once. ‘* He will come back. 

‘¢Oh, don’t you suppose I know what I am about?” she burst out, 
her self-control utterly gone. ‘* Don’t you suppose I know where I stand, 
and what my life is? He loves me now! Yes, he does love me. Or his 

vanity does. If he knew that I loved him —if he knew the 

agonies that I have suffered for love of him, he would be 
grateful — I said for six months, I think. I ’ll take it 
back. For six weeks, perhaps. I don’t know. The 
next woman he saw would fix the time —if he thought 
the attention of a man had been 
Every woman who loves a man 





she was worth who 
loved as he has been. 
has to fight with his self-conceit. 
as that — no woman could fight it. 
‘«‘Do you think I am satisfied with such love as 
that? Well, a woman takes what she can get. The bad 
ones get the most, Isuppose. I’ve got something. — It 
is better than nothing. It’s the best 4e has to give. 
And I will seep it,” she ended, looking me in the eyes 
with lips drawn back like a cat’s when she faces a pack of dogs. 
‘¢ But some time — some time surely you will tell him?” I pleaded. 
The grimace changed to a smile, a luxurious, exultant smile. When 
the Serpent of Old Nile smiled in that way on Antony, he must have been 
sorry for Octavia. 
‘¢ Yes,” she said, slowly. 
‘¢When?” 
«¢ When — it is safe — he will be told.” 


But such self-conceit 


It was after the great race at Dhoolah-Walla. I was trudging back 
to Lerai-bhan on shanks’s mare — for good 
and sufficient reasons, known only to my- i 


self and a certain sporting gentleman 





who had smiled as he sold me a card } 
with the name of ‘‘ Hurricane” /’ 
on it. The interminable stream ; 


of carriages rolled along the 
road, and covered us poor devils 

of pedestrians thick with dust. 
That it is to be behind horses 
in two different senses. 

Avery grand carriage, with ( 
avery grand cloud of dust about 
it, caused me to look up and 
stop thinking how many days it 
was to the end of the month. 

A lady’s eye caught mine; she . Zw y 
bowed, and as I raised my hat I recog- 
nized Mrs. Chenoweth Chyve. I had not seen her in eight years, but 
she had not changed in the least, and I should have known among a 
hundred that sweet, elusive smile, measured to the thousandth part of an 
inch, which she was bestowing upon the white-whiskered old man by her 
side, whose breast sparkled with decorations. 

Opposite her sat Chenoweth Chyve; though I should never have 
known him if I had not seen his wife. He was fat and bald, and his red 
face was purple. There were big bags of watery flesh under his eyes. 
Time and the cumulative power of cognac had dealt hardly with him. He 


was gazing at Mrs. Chyve with a stupid stare of fatuous admiration. She 
directed his gaze to me. He started, saw me, and raised his hat. Ina 
second the carriage had passed on with the rest of the dusty stream; but 


in that second I had noted the deepening purple of his face, and a certain 
sheepish look that flashed into his dull and puffy eyes, and I knew that 
Chenoweth Chyve had been told, PUCK’S Patent Kipling. 















TWO KINDS OF GIRLS. 

Her pink, little fingers are pricked and scarred, 
Yet, I love to see them fly. 

I know they would never have been so marred, 
If the needle could use its eye. 


And I love to watch her delicate frowns, 
As she strikes an awkward hem; 

For Rose is a girl who can make her gowns; — 
There are girls whose gowns make them / 


Harry Romaine. 


BEHIND THE AGE. 
JANITOR.— Less noise, there! The old gentleman in the next 
room is trying to read, but can’t. 
YOUNG SNIPPI).—Why does n’t he sfed/ it out, then? 
read before I was six years old. 


Z could 


HARD-HEARTED THIEVES. 
SYMPATHIZING FRIEND.—Your loss by that burglary was cer- 
tainly very heavy-——but you know what the poet says: ‘Into each 
life some rain must fall.” 
MRS. DE LUGE (weeping ).—Y-e-s—and the mis— miserable 
thieves even took my um-um-brella. 


OUT WEST. 


Where have you 


WENT HUNTING 
KIRBY STONE.— Hello! 
been so long? 
DE D. BROKE.— Out West. 
‘¢ What doing?” 












| : 
EDITORIAL | | «¢ Hunting.” 
— “Elk?” 
‘No. I invested some 





money in Dugout City 
bonds, and IJ ’ve_ been 
hunting for Dugout City,” 
‘¢ Find it?” 
‘¢ No.” 





THE BIG TAX-PAYER. 


Mr. FURNISS ROOME, — 
Who is that portly man who 
makes such a bluster about 
being a tax-payer? 

ee (FF / Mr. E. VERY MAy.— He’s 
/ po) the owner of about forty houses, 
and raises his rent on each five 
dollars a month every time the 
taxes go up fifty cents. 


“A STRUGGLING YOUNG AUTHOR.” 


ON THE BRIDGE CARS. 
Mrs. FuitTon.— What a terrible crush! 
Mrs. JORALEMON. — Terrible! and no bargain counter. 
waste of energy! 


What a 











SUSPENDED PAYMENT. 


‘* Sure, an’ phat’s the matter wid Dinny, Mrs. Mulcahey ? 
‘ Bad luck to ‘im! I sint ‘im to the shtore, an’ he swallied 
a half-a-dollar.”’ 


SHE HAD ALL HER BUTTONS. 


LOVING WIFE. — George, Dear; what are those round pieces of 
ivory that I picked up on the floor this morning? They fell from your 
coat. j 

EMBARRASSED HUSBAND. — Why, my dear, they are buttons I 
bought for your Winter cloak. When I reached home I discovered that 
they had no holes with which to sew them on, and I thought I’d take them 
back to-night and change them. 

LOVING WIFE (inguisitively).—1 should think you would have 
noticed that they were not on a card. 

EMBARRASSED HUSBAND.—I had some others that were on a card, 
but I lost them. 

LovING WIFE.—You had better take these back to-night and put 
them on acard. If you win those that you lost last night, just bring me 
home a cloak. Never mind the buttons. I’ve got all my buttons. 





EVERYBODY CAN believe in the equality of men whose circumstances 
are good enough to prevent him from running against the meaner 
ot them. 


A TRAVELING SPIRITUALIST in Canada rejoices in the name of Munnie. 
He must be a circulating medium. 


DID N’PT KNOW THEY WERE LOADED. 


THE QUESTION is often asked why the dummy 
watch signs hanging outside jewelers’ stores 

are always set at eighteen minutes past eight, 
and the reply is as often given that this was the 
hour at which President Lincoln was shot. This 
would be all very. well, if true; but as a matter 
of fact the President was not shot at that hour; 
and so we find the reason is that this is the only 
arrangement upon the dial which will admit of 
the store-keeper’s name and address being painted 
on it without intersecting the hands. 


\ 


TRULLI x 
tre sap NAW Whiinidos. 





“They go down just as slick ~"’ 





‘tT seem to feel a little uneasy inside ; 
guess I'll take a drink,” 


THE MAN who thinks that water and oil will 
not mix, should be held under the drip- 
pings of the Elevated railroad during a shower. 


THE SUCCESSFUL politician must be sharp 
enough to cut all the people who expect 
favors from him. 


A FIRE-TRAP —The Candle-Snuffer. 


REPUTATION MAY be a bubble, but he is an 
unwise man who bursts it. 


‘*Wow! Who'd ‘a’ thought it?” 
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UNKNOWN AUNTS OF UNKNOWN MEN. 


[Despite the enterprise of an esteemed contemporary in describing unknown wives 
and daughters of well-known men, we have discovered a new field that will, no doubt, cut 
up well into city lots. ‘There are points of interest about well-known men, of course; but 
for absolute novelty we think unknown men offer some advantages. Their aunts, as being 
even less known, are even worthier of attention. Unless the public clamor for another, 
this will be the first and the last of the series. So, if you want more, clamor. Keep 
clamoring, yourself, and get your neighbors to clamor, too. Form clamor clubs.] 


i. 
Ferguson’s Aunt Eliza. 

HE SUBJECT of our sketch resides in one of Hoboken’s 
prettiest suburbs. She boards, and takes her meals 
three times a day with the other boarders. She has 
wavy yellow hair, and parts it in the middle, using 
curl papers only on Saturdays and the eves of holi- 
days, and would like to get a fair whack at McKinley 

) with a broom. 

RES She has ideas about various things, and no ob- 

jection to expressing them anywhere in the United 

States, charges to be paid by the receiver. She thinks Dr. Briggs ought 

to get out of the Presbyterian Church, and confutes all upholders of a 

contrary opinion by a satirical smile and the word, ‘¢‘Pshaw!” She is 
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convinced that further immigration should cease, for the excellent reason hy Rae bl 
that she thus phrases: ‘* We ’ve got more nasty foreigners now than there ‘ nA 
is any use for.” 

Aunt Eliza likes literature, but does not approve of Sunday papers, ACCURATE AT ALL TIMES. 
except when she wishes to put away her Winter clothing in camphor. She Mr. HALLIDAY.— Did n't I tell you not to go skating? 
regards the higher culture of women with contempt, and considers the RoLLo.—I am not skating, Father,—I am swimming! 


University extension scheme, ‘Stuff and Nonsense!” She has been 

heard to say that the Salvation Army are a ‘set of Frights,” 

and prefers the English Prayer-book to our own. She 

has been to Boston, and says New York is good enough 

for her. She says that every passenger in the Elevated 

Road cars should have a seat, and declares that the 1 
| 


She subscribes to the At/antic, to Littell’s 
Living Age, and says she would n’t mind 




















reading a newspaper now and then if there 
were any good ones. 

She intends to arrange a match, some 
day, between her nephew and a favorite young 
girl, — ‘a real old-fashioned girl,” — and, 
strange to say, Ferguson knows it, and has n’t 
the slightest objection. 


‘¢ People’s Municipal League” are a set of ‘old 
Grawnies.” 

Tolstoi she habitually refers to as that ‘old 
Crank,” though she has consistently refused to 
read any of his writings, on the excellent 
ground that Russia is an uncivilized country. 
She seldom reads the newspapers, which she 
declares are full of ‘nasty police reports’ and 
‘«stupid politics.” She wears broad - soled 
boots, but admits that high-heeled slippers are 
‘¢nice for dress.” 

As to Ferguson, it is her wish that he 
should always appear in evening-dress at and 
after dinner, and points out to him that it is 
an economy in the long run to do so. She 
likes to have him smoke, because she enjoys 
‘knowing that there is a man around.” 

Her imaginative qualities are chiefly exer- 
cised in assertions beginning, ‘If 7 was a man 
—” and ending, ‘¢— but all you men care 
for nowadays, is to have a good time.” 

She lives upon the income of an estate 
left her by her grandfather, a gentleman ‘‘ who 
never spoke a discourteous word in his life,” 
and ‘‘had the finest figure you ever saw.” She 


Benjamin Webster, 


DovsLe-pLays — * The Corsican Brothers ” 
and «* The Lyons Mail.” 


Hose. 





CoILEeD FOR THE SPRING 


RULEs OF THE ROAD — Surveyors’ Chains, 


tells Ferguson about this ‘‘ gentleman of the MISS PERKINS’S PARROT. 
old school,” until that honest young nephew Rev. De. Goonnan.—I have lone 
of hers thinks seriously of wearing knicker- dhesesd. wae due Mies Peebles, he 
bockers, silver buckles to his shoes, and a wig pure and elevating air of refinement 
powdered white. which surrounds you, and I have 

She believes in a personal Devil, and even called to-day to speak to you on a 
has a sneaking respect for his Satanic majesty, most delicate matter — to offer you, in 
because of an undefined feeling that it is ortho- fact, my —er— 


dox for him to exist. 
She despises modern furniture, known to her as * gimcrack things,” 
and firmly believes that good bread-making is next to godliness. Except 
a few whom she recognizes as of the ‘real old type,” women whom she iM és 5S sais Waitt i ANS 
does n’t know are largely grouped as “‘ very common persons,” who dress \ Ze Pe VAN 
‘‘ ike all possessed.” \ | 
She sees no reason why we should not enjoy the theatre, and always 
wears a close-fitting bonnet when Ferguson arrives to escort her to the 
standard dramas. She does not care to see any ‘bold Spanish creatures 
dance,” and thinks these ‘ foot-ball matches and walking contests should 
be forbidden by law!” 
She grieves over the entrance of women into business life, and refers 
to them in a pitying tone as ‘‘ poor short-sighted things.” 


\ 
. 


She holds other opinions, but insists that it is of no importance what THE PARROT (without a pause).—Ah there you rascal I'm watching you 
she thinks, and is quite willing to leave public agitation and reform to Johnny get your gun come off what do you take us for you ain't in it where did 


those who like that sort of thing. you get that hat you make me weary get a move on you! 














TIME TO TEKE 


THE VOICE OF THE WEST.—Come, old folks, everybody “ is cor 
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ro THKE A HAND. 


rybody “§S coming to the front— wake up, and let us hear from you! 








AT THE TELEPHONE. 


“6 H ELLO, Central!” 
‘¢Well?” 
‘¢T want a thousand.” 
<¢] know lots of people in your fix.” 
«¢T say I want a thousand.” 
6 So do 1.” 
‘¢Don’t get impudent, Miss.” 
‘¢Don’t let that keep you awake nights. 
«¢] want to know if you’re going to give 
me a thousand.” 
«¢ What for?” 
‘«¢ Because I want it.” 
‘¢ Well, if you get it before I do, ring me up.” 
«¢ Are you going to give me a thousand?” 
‘* Would n’t a hundred do?,” 
, ‘<No. I want a thousand or nothing.” 
«‘ Well, don’t bother me if you do; I’m no savings bank.” ; 
«¢ Will you or will you not give me what I ask for?” ; , LHe i Ne “Lp 
‘If I were a man I’d hunt you up and give you something you : We -: VK NE y 
did n’t ask for.” 57 iii a Se 
‘¢ You are either insane or trying to be funny.” 
‘¢I think the shoe is on the other foot.” 
‘¢ I shall ask you once more, will you give me number one thousand 
— Brown, Jones & Robinson?” 
‘‘Oh, you want the telephone number — one, three naughts? Why 
did n’t you say so before?” 
«¢ Blank-blank-blankety-blank a telephone, any how.” 
Harvey Brown, Jr. 
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OF COURSE. 
NO FIRST-CLASS PLACES. OFFICER PHELAN.— Fwhat's all this row about? 


STRANGER.— Have you any first-class saloons here? FIDDsy, THE NEWwsBoy.— About over, of course! 











VILLAGER. — No; only second-class ones. This is a prohibition a e 
town, : 
TWO POINTS OF VIEW. SHE WAS FORGIVEN. 
‘¢T would n’t wed a Brooklyn man,” YOUNG HUSBAND.— Why, my dear; this pudding is burnt black. 
She said, ‘for all the money How did that happen? 
It took to build the Brooklyn Bridge. YOUNG WIFE.-—I’m sure I don’t know. I looked at it just before 
Now, don’t you think that’s funny?” you came home and it was all right. 
‘¢ But I’ve been home two hours.” wh 
«1 don’t,” he answered her; ‘ because —” ‘Dear me! I thought it was only a few minutes.” * 
His smile was really sunny — & 
se] would n’t wed a New York girl ELECTIONEERING IN IOWA. ry 
For twice that sum of money. CANDIDATE (in Jowa drug store).— Come, f- 
Madeline S. Bridges. gentlemen, walk right up to the perscription . ge 
counter. One and all, gents; it’s my treat. = 
Sipe eee Here, Mr. Drug Clerk, plenty of patients for 
ye. Now, gentlemen, name y’r diseases and 





the clerk will mix y’r medicine. 


SHOCKED AT THE EVIDENCE. 
JUDGE.—Well, Officer, who is this per- 
son and what is she charged with? 
OFFICER.—Sure, it ’s the «« Magnetic 
Girl,” your Honor, and she’s charged 
with electricity. 


FAMILY DIPLOMACY. 

SHE.— If you could only ask 
Papa and Mama, I ’m sure every- 
thing could be arranged satisfac- 








torily. 
HrE.—When is the best time, 
dearest ? (ay 
SHE.—Well, the Junta gener- " 
ally feels the best just after dinner. ee 
; J MRS. MORIARTY’S SCHEME. 
Mrs. M. (/og.).— Shure, it’s the great 
pity to be lavin’ the illigant rope widout 
TAKEN OUT IN TRADE — Your usin’ all the toime barrin St. Pathrick’s 
day and the Fourt’, when it’s the beauti- 
Pocket-book. ; ful clothes-line it makes. 










‘« THE EERIE TO-COME” may be a poetic figure, but it affrights sensi- 
tive souls — and hungry bodies who have sat down to a 25-cent 
«¢ Regular Dinner.” 








THE CHILD is father of the man. The chap who “knows it all” is a 
natural descendant of the kid who is wiser than his daddy. 
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= = Pee AFL «¢ REHYPOTHECATED ” is a pretty long word, and so is ‘‘kleptomania.” 
—y But syllabication can never cover up the fault of the plain English 


SHE KNOWS A THING OR TWO. “thief.” 
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“Alfred and Heinrich Griinfeld in America.” 


One of the most delightful pianists we have had here in 
recent years. His playing is of the sober, thoughtful type, 
but eminently musical. Heinrich Griinfeld — a clever, 
sincere and very musical player, who will give much gen- 
uine pleasure to cultivated listeners. — New York Herald. 


He adds another name to the long list of magnificently 
equipped masters of that most friendly of instruments, 
which, since Thalberg’s time, has stretched along our 
musical horizon in a vast procession.— Mew York Sun. 


There is an unmistakable charm in Herr Griinfeld’s 
playing, arising primarily from the clearness of his exe- 
cution and the limpidity of the tone which he coaxes from 
the pianoforte. He commands powerful effects, too. Hein- 
rich Griinfeld’s playing is characterized by great purity and 
sweetness of tone and elegance of thought. —New York 
Tribune. 


Mr. Griinfeld has a dashing, brilliant style that is ex- 
ceedingly effective in the compositions he most affects. His 
scale work is crystalline and pure while his right-hand oc- 
taves are unimpeachable. In fact, his wrists are phenom- 
enally strong, and he is able to produce an enormous 
volume of tone from his instrument. — \V. Y. Recorder. 





Alfred Griinfeld is essentially a virtuoso, brilliant, fas- 
cinating, and at times astounding in his work. Heinrich 
Griinfeld seems rather to possess those solid, sterling quali- 
ties that belong toa serious musical nature.—. Y. £ven- 
ing Post. 


Mr. Griinfeld is the master of a technique which seems 
to employ magic to accomplish its ends, but one which he 
never uses but for truly musical ends. His playing is 
characterized by the noblest feeling, and the warm fullness 
and beauty of his tone none of his contemporaries can 
approach. 

The greatest praise that can be meted out to Heinrich 
Griinfeld is to say that he possesses many of the distin- 
guishing characteristics of his brother. —. Y. Staats- 
zeitung. 

The pianist, whose individuality is the most pronounced, 
is a virtuoso of the first rank, whose imitations, if they are 
well defined, render his work all the more sharply charac- 
teristic.—J/usical Courier. 

When his fingers touched the keyboard, the audience 
felt a magnetic thrill as though some magic power con- 
trolled them. — Boston Journal. 


It is no exaggeration to say that the audience was in a 
condition of continually growing enthusiasm throughout 
the concert. A touch like that of Alfred Griinfeld, whose 
pianissimo is a breath, but is heard in every part of the 
extensive hall, and whose fortissimo will rival that of any 
pianist, without any of the attendant hardness which we so 
often hear, has rarely been heard in New York. Heinrich 
Griinfeld possesses an exceedingly warm and sympathetic 
tone, and a facility to produce every possible etfect.—Boston 
Transcript. 


Mr. Griinfeld’s playing of Rubinstein’s fourth concerto 
was one of the most completely satisfying performances we 
have listened to for a long time. — Boston Transcript. 


Mr. Alfred Griinfeld's rank as a pianist of the first order 
was recognized before he had finished the opening num- 
ber, and all that followed confirmed such an opinion.— 
Independent. 


The success attending the first appearance in this city at 
last evening’s symphony concert of Mr. Alfred Griinfeld, 
the pianist, was most emphatic, and this talented artist may 
confidently count upon a reliable following here in Boston 
during the season. — Boston Herald. 





T WAS the schooner Addie John, 
| Bound for the coast of Maine; 
The sea ran high, the stars were gone, 
The fog-bell was in vain. 


For, high above the shrieking blast, 
(’T was almost quarter of four,) 

The lookout thought he heard at last 
The awful breakers roar. 


«‘Oh, port your helm!” the Capting cried, 
(The mate began to pray ;) 

«¢We’ll save the ship’ — the Capting lied — 
(’T was the 27th of May.) 


{‘‘ Port your helm” was just the opposite of what the 
Captain ought to have remarked. It would have been 
more to the point had he said: *‘ Let go that main-sheet, 
you slack-salted son-of-a-sea-cook ! '’ However, the mate 
put the helm hard down to port and the next moment, 
with a terrific thump and a grinding, side-wise lurch to 
starboard, the ship settled down and came ‘‘into stays.” 
Everyone on board knew precisely what had happened, 
without the need of an explanatory diagram, and the 
Captain lost caste with his crew instanter. ] 


«‘ Doggone my cats!” the Capting swore, 
(A wicked man was he;) 

‘¢We’re hard and fast upon the shore 
Of North Amerikee.” 


[This statement of the situation showed great pres- 
ence of mind in the gallant navigator. He had struck it 
right on the first guess.] 


THE WRECK OF THE “ADDIE JOHN.” 








They hove the anchors overboard, 
And reefed each tattered sail ; 
Then stood aghast, nor spoke a word — 
The negro cook grew pale. 


They stood aghast till half-past five, 
When the bo’s’n gave a shout: 

‘¢ The fog has lifted; we’re alive, 
And the tide is running out.” 


[The Captain now swore again, for the ship had struck 
at high tide, and was securely wedged between the rocks, 
in about two feet of water, as cosy as a puppy in a basket 
of clothes. The cook soon had breakfast under way, 
while the crew began very leisurely to pack their trunks. 
After breakfast, the tide having run out, the entire ship's 
company disembarked in a very orderly manner, with 
dry boots.] 


‘¢ Doggone, my cats!” the Capting swore, 
As they gathered round the fire; 

‘¢ You ll catch me on the sea no more, 
Or I’m a wicked liar. 





‘¢T’ve stood on many a heavin’ deck, 
And sailed the world around; 

But this ‘ere ’s just the thinnest wreck 
That ever got aground. 

‘¢Good-by, my mates, I’m off for Lynn, 
This ’ere is my last cruise.”” — 
That ’s how he turned from ways of sin, 

And went to making shoes. 


Charles Richards Dodge. 


THE FOREIGN VOTE. 
CITIZEN.—These ignorant foreigners should not be allowed to vote. 
STATESMAN.—That ’s just what I was thinkin’. Half of ’em look so 
much alike I can’t tell which ones I ’ve given two dollar bills to, an’ which 
ones I have n’t. 


THE DANGER OF WHITE 
LIES. 


MARGARET.—Why, the man 
you are going to marry 
must be ten years older 
than you! 

Rose. — Oh, no; he’s 
thirty and 1 ’m twenty-six. 
MARGARET.—Oh, non- 
sense; you ’re not twenty- 
six. 
ROosE. — Yes, I am — 
really and truthfully. 
MARGARET.—Have you 
told him so? 
ROSE.— Of course. 
MARGARET. — What a 
pity! 
ROSE.—Why? 
MARGARET. — Because 
I’ve just gotten the invi- 
tation to your parents’ sil- 
ver wedding next week. 





BADLY ‘TANGLED. 
‘¢Chi-chi-children,” began 
the timid young man who had 

just been appointed Superintend- 
ent of the Sabbath School. ««Of 
course you are all familiar with the story of the swallow that whaled Jonah 
— er—er—I mean the swale that wallowed Jonah — er — er — that is, 
the whale that Jonahed — um — um — the Jollow that wonahed the swale 
— I mean —er —the Jail that swallowed wonah — er — er — gug — 
gug —” (Chokes. ) 

‘«I presume, Brother Sims,” said the Collection-taker, kindly, «you 
mean the Jonah that swallowed the — er — er — that is — ” 

«« Ye-Yes, sir,” responded the timid young man; ‘that is what I 
mean,” 


Puck's ILLUSTRATED 
DEFINITIONS. 


‘Waiting for Something to Turn Up.” 


, 


THE MUGWUMP GOAT. 
FirsT GOAT.— You look angry, William. 
SECOND GOAT.—I am. I ordered a lot of imported cans for dinner 
last night and they sent me American tin-plate, instead. 


AN EARLY BEGINNING. 
Mrs. ANANIAS.— What kind of man do you expect to make, it you 
continue to tell stories? 
WILity ANANIAS.— Oh, a second Chauncey M. Depew, perhaps! 


LET BAD ENOUGH ALONE. 
Dr. THIRDLY.— We are told that hell is paved with good intentions. 
Mr. CARR.— Yes; but we are not told that the devil is going to 
tear it up to lay a cable road. 


IN HIS BUZZUM. 
I craved one golden lock of hair 
Of those that like a crown bedecked her. 
She gave it me, and ever since 
I’ve worn it as a chest protector. 
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_ SONATE. 


QUEER. 


LIFE INSURANCE AGENT.—I don’t know what the 
matter can be. That sign is certainly a good piece of 
artistic work, and yet I haven't insured a married man 
since I put it up. 



























| 
| see 
| Great precipitation and heavy dews?” 


Its price in Dollars and Cents does | 
not make the value of a Christmas gift. 
You may spend five or ten dollars for 
a present for your young friend and 


not please him half so much as you | 


would with a copy of Puck’s Parnt- 
1NG- Boox. For sale everywhere at 
fifty cents a copy. 

“Grace ts wild with delight over 
‘Puck's Painting- Book’; send another 
one for Dorothy,’ writes a pleased 
mother. 

Not less than fifty-two times during 
1892 will she or he think of you whom 
you present with a Subscription to 
Puck. Is n't that worth ten times the 
price of five dollars? 

We are the publishers of many 
books and periodicals suitable for 
Christmas presents; let us send you 
a Catalogue. 

KeEpPLER & SCHWARZMANN, 
Puck Building, New York. 





- BENEDICT’S TIME. 


 puwouns ant waroues 


A SPECIALTY. 


IMPORTERS AND MANUFACTURERS. _ 
WATCHES, DIAMONDS, CHAINS, 
RICH JEWELRY and SILVERWARE 
‘THE BENEDICT” 


Is our patent Sleeve and Collar Button, strong, durable, and easy to 


adjust. In Gold and Silver. 





BENEDICT BROTHERS, 
Keepers of the City Time, BENEDICT BUILDING, 
17 Broadway, Cor. Cortlandt St., NEW = 


E3TABLISHED 1821. 











DECKER| 


BROTHERS’ 


"==" PIANOS || 











ALL HANDS PLAY 


CUCKOO 


| 

FOR FUN. | 
SOLD BY ALL TOY DEALERS. | 
25c., 50c. and $1.00. | 


AN ATTRACTIVE 
<= 


The World’s Lawn 


Enables one to practice marksmanship without 
arrow is rubber-vacuum tipped, and harmless 


‘¢HOw DID you find it out there in California? 


‘‘Yes. But as in every other country of great 
precipitation, there are heavier don’ts.” 


THE IGNORANCE OF MAN. 

INVENTOR.— Oh, the fatality of things! Here 
I have an invulnerable, non-atmospheric, spec- 
tacular, refractive, non-reverberating, non-oscil- 
latory watch, perfect in detail and mechanism; 
and yet I am almost starving. 

FRIEND.— Why don’t you sell the patent? 

INVENTOR.— The fools won’t buy it, just be- 
cause it won’t keep time. The driveling idiots! 
—The Jewelers’ Circular. 

THE report that an eastern millionaire lost 
fifty thousand dollars at Monte Carlo, the great 
gambling sheol, is probably not true. An Ameri- 
can of the East knows of many better ways of 
lesing money than betting. He knows he can 
start a newspaper and try to establish it in one 
year as firmly in the hearts of the people as his 
rival which hag been prosperous for fifty years. 
He can back a base-ball nine of a western league 
or he can buy outlying lots of a city that is 
doomed to double itself eight times in four years, 
— Peck’s Sun. 








NORTEL CAROLINA, 
BELMONT. 


Take our private electric 
Director. 


ASHEVILLE, 
HOTEL 


The finest Winter Health Resort in the South. 
car at the cept. JOHN 8S. MARSHALL, M. D., 





BROCK + ENTERPRISE, 
HOUSE. *« FLORIDA. 


This famous hotel has opened for the season, December 15th, 1891. A 
truly tropical spot, celebrated for its natural —— and excellent hunting 
and fishing. One of the most comfortable and homelike hotels in the 


South. 
springs. Service, attendance and cuisine of the highest order. 
sEKRS, Proprietor. 


terms and circular. ROC 
373 Formerly with Park Avenue Hotel, New York. 





Send for 











CARMEL SOAP is made only of sweet Olive Oil by a 
Mission Society in Palestine. Being absolutely pure and 
possessing the emollient properties of Olive Oil, it is unsur- 
passed for the Toilet and Bath, and superior to all other soaps 
for the ‘Teeth and Hair. 

It is the only perfectly safe soap for the NURSERY and 
Tnvalids. If your druggist or grocer does not Keep it, send i 
cents for sample cake to the importer. 

A. KLIPSTEIN, 122 Pearl St., New York. 








HrE.— I think I have a right to an expla anation. 
| You permitted a young man to kiss you at the 
| party last evening. 

SHE.— It was only my brother. 

HE.—Your brother ? 

SHE.—Yes; young Smith. He proposed to 
me nye and I promised to be a sister to him. — 
N. 


Press. 








Gas, bells, baths, orchestra, ee ag artesian well, mineral | 


| 





IT’S WONDERFUL! 


‘“*The New Treatment”’ for Ca- 
tarrh, by petroleum. Send stamp for 30 
page * pamphlet, free. Agents wanted. 


WEALTH SUPPLIESCO.,710 | BROABWAY,R. v. 


RK 
yDoN 


NO OTHER 
LEAVES A DELICATE AND LASTING ODOR. 


For sale by all Drug and Fancy Goods Dealers, or if unable 
to procure this wonderful soap send 25c in stamps and 
receive a cake by return mail. 


JAMES S. KIRK & CO.. 


SPECIAL—Shandon Bells Waltz (the popular Society 
Waltz) sent FREE to anyone sending us three wrappers >: 


ndon Bells Soap. 
FASHIONABLE 


FUR NECK BOAS. 


Mink, with head gnd tail, $5, 
$7, $10, and $15 for the very 
best. Hudson Bay Sable Boas, 
$15, $25, $30, and $35 for the 

best. Persian Lamb b, $5, $7 and 
$9. Gray Krimmer, $5. lso 
Boas of other Furs, $2.50, $3, 
$4. $5 and $6. Muffs to match! 
at correspondingiy low prices. 
Large stock of Sealskin Gar- 
ments, and all Fashionable Purs 
of every description. 35 


Fashion Book mailed free. 
C. C. SHAYNE, Manufacturer, 
124 W. 42d St., 
Near 6th Avenue L Station. 








THE parting words of your barber are generally: 


‘* Which side, please ?"’ — Yonkers Statesman. 





most sensible suspender made, and fast 
becoming most popular. Consider one 
argument out of a number we have in 


stock : 
Of what use is it to have a suspender 
stretch through its entire length? Isn't 
a little at each end quite enough? We 
think so, and make the Century that 
way. It’s neat, light and stylish, and 
keeps its comfort to the end, 


Your furnisher should keep it. If he 
does not, we can send it. Price 50 cts. 
and up. Send for circular. 


CHESTER SUSPENDER CO., 4 Decatur Ave., Roxbury, Mass 


KAMAREL 


The NEW Photographic WONDER. 


Nearly ONE THIRD SMALLER than any other Camera of equal capacity. 


Pictures without reloading. size 5% x 614 x 81g inehes. 


FINISH THE PICTURES WH EN DESIRED. ¢@~ Avmaret Booklet sree. 
(Branches: 208 State St., 
E.&u.T. ANTHONY & CO., 


THE BLAIR CAMERA CO., Ioston, Mass., 
HAWA-EYE and other P hotog’ raphie ‘Apparatus. 


WIRE BEDS are ‘soft to tired telegraph operators when 
I I 


| the wires are down. — XN. O. Picayune. 





XMAS PRESENT. 







+ 
* Parlor Game 


inj ury or danger to themselves or others. The 
e riflé and the pistol are well and handsomely 


made, and form an attractive holiday gift, teaching bd... as well as deadly weapons. 


Pricss: Rifle, nickel, $1.75; bronze, $1.25, post pai 


paid. Pistol, post paid, nickel, $1; bronze, %5 cts. 


THE ELASTIC TIP CO., Patentees, BOSTON AND CHICAGO. 


Also Patentees of RUBBER ELASTIC FURNITURE_ TIPS, 


399 





100 4 


WE DEVELOP AND Price $40. 
Chicazo, YIS ArchSt., Phila.) also makers of the 
Trade Agts., New Y 


LIPS" 


HIL 


DIGES 


Unequaled for Delicacy of Flavor and 
Nutritious Properties. Easily Digested. 
Ditorent & from all other Cocoas. — 


FD PINAUD Sos 

















~ 


THE CELEBRATED 


PIANOS 
Are at Present the Most Popular and Preferred by Leading Artists 
Warerooms: 149, 151, 153, 155 E. 14th St., N. Y. 


SOHMER & CO. 


CHICAGO, ILL., 236 State Street. 
SAN FRANCISCO, CAL., Union Club B’d’g. 
MANSAS CITY, MO., 1123 Muin Street. 


ook ) 
Cc cmuitilibe ae os 


ORIENTAL RUCS, 
RICH ANTIQUE RUGS, 


MOUNTED LION and TIGER SKINS, | 
GOAT SKIN MATS. 
Orders taken for AUBUSSON and AXMINSTER 
WHOLE CARPETS. 


PERSIAM PRAYER MATS AND RUCS, 
All sizes. Probably the finest collection to be 
found anywhere. 


Proadvay AK 19th st. 


New York. 




















Many a life has been lost 
because of the taste of cod- 
liver oil. 

If Scott’s Emulsion did 
nothing more than take that 
taste away, it would save the 
lives of some at least of those 
that put off too long the 
mcans of recovery. 

It does more. It is half- 
digested already. It slips 
through the stomach as if by 
stealth. It goes to make 
strength when cod-liver oil 
would be a burden. 


Scott & Bowne, Chemists, 132 South sth Avenue, 
New York. 
Your druggist keeps Scott’s Emulsion of cod-liver 


oil—all druggists everywhere do, $1. ” 
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| can give it up, unless I go there?” 





| other arm.— New York Weekly. Lampse 
Send stamp for picture, “THE PRETTY TYPEWRITER,” to Short Craighead & Kintz Co, 33 
nd stamp for picture, R, 0 Short- Barclay St., N. Y 


Th 


A HIGH-JOINT COMMISSION — The Middle- 
man’s Profits on Beef. 


SEEING THE FOLLY OF IT. 
A Texas father rebuked his son for drinking at 
saloons. 
‘Did n’t you drink at the saloons when you 
were of my age?” asked the promising young man. 
‘© Yes; but I saw the folly of it and gave it up.” 
‘¢ Well, how am I to see the folly of it, so I 


Daylight 


Take off shade, take off 
chimney, apply the match, 
put on chimney, burn your 
fingers, put on shade, scorch 
it. No, no; nothing of the 
kind. Light your Daylight 
without removing shade or 
chimney and do it 


as quick as a wink. 
Send for our A B C book on 


Verdict for the junior member of the firm, and 
no appeal.— Zexas Siftings. 


NoT WRITERS’ CRAMP. 

DocTor.— From: the condition of your hand 
and arm, I should say you are suffering from™ 
writers’ cramp — too much exercise of one set 
of muscles. 

YOUNG BUSINESS MAN.— But I never write. 
I employ a type-writer. 

Doctor.— Um — engaged to her? 

YOUNG BUSINESS MAN.— Y-e-s. 

DocTor.—Do your —er— dictating with your 

















hand School, 816 Broadway, New York. Mention this paper. 347 j 


Two Good Things 


to eat : 


A hint for the Thanksgiving Din- 
ner, Christmas Dinner, and every |: 
other dinner. ‘ 

20 different varieties of the |! 














Soups. 

Sold by all Fancy Grocers, 
= and prepared by 
The Franco-American Food Company, 


West Broadway and Franklin Street, New York. 


MERICAN 


AM ERIC 
Oy rr VE OPEC SUPLAVISION OF 
4) OF PARIS, 
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AT THE DIME MUSEUM. 


6¢ ¢ My 1ace my fortune is,’ I trow,” 
The bearded lady cried. 
«¢I scorn your pelt, 
~ You hideous elf; 
I will not be your bride.” 


GRAND NATIONAL AWARD 
of 16,600 francs. 





MAROCH 


LAROCHE’S TONIC 
a Stimulating Restorative, 


PERUVIAN BARK, IRON, 
AND PURE CATALAN WINE, 


the Great FRENCH REMEDY 
Endorsed by the Hospitals 
for PREVENTION and CURE of 





‘¢ She hates me,” moaned the skeleton, 
‘¢Oh, hokey, let me die!” 

He tried with zest, 

But at his best 


Could only ossify. — Boston Post. 





No Christmas and New Year’s table should be without a bottle 
of Angostura Bitters, the world-renowned appetizer of exquisite 























24 flavor. Beware of counterfeits. 
—s son on = S6YSPEPSIA, MALARIA, FEVER and AGUE, 
Flimsy, inaccurate, badly printed and generally cheap looking cards @ NEURALGIA, loss of APPETITE, 
i detract from surroundings however handsome, and offend fastidious g<@a@e | GASTRALGIA, POORNESS of the BLOOD, 












players. “Capitol,” “Sportsman's,” ‘Cabinet, ‘Army and 
& Navy,” ‘Treasury, and ‘‘Congress’’ are all brands of the 
#% United States playing cards, and are not only elegant, but 
also acceptable to experienced players. Insist upon 
having them from your dealer. 
THE UNITED STATES PRINTING CO., 

The Russell & Morgan Factories, Cincinnati, O. 

“The Card Players’ Companion,” showing how games are 
played, and giving prices of 40 brands—400 kinds—of playing 


cards, will be sent to any one who will mention where t. 
advertisement was seen and enclose a two-cent stamp. 






and RETARDED CONVALESCENCE, 

This wonderful invigorating tonic is pow- 
erful in its effects, is easily administered, 
assimilates thoroughly and quickly with 
the gastric juices, without deranging the 
action of the stomach. 

., 22 Rue Drouot, Paris. 

E. FOUG 


ERA & CO., Agents for U.S., 
30 North William Street. N. Y. 
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5 FROM Dainty, Delicate, Witty, 
INTENSE. 


No. 2. (December) Just Out. 
All News and Bookdealers 
PRICE, 50 CENTS. 

The phenomenal sale of the first number 
issued, September, proved the justness of the 
claim that it was 


“TALE 


TOWN TOPICS. 


(THE NEW QUARTERLY.) 


The best things from the early numbers of 
“* TOWN TOPICS,” the Journal of Society. 


“THE BOOK OF 
THE YEAR.” 


Critics declare No. 2 superior in many re- 
spects to the first number, 
aay” If not found at convenient bookst 
send 50 cents direct to publisher 
TOWN TOPICS, 
a1 W. 23kp St., New York. 


GREAT 
INDUCEMENT. 


N. B.—Town Topics, Weekly, 
$4.00 per annum. Tales from 
Town Topics, $2.00 per annum. 
Both publications, $5.00 per annum, free 
until February ist, ‘92. Subscribe at once. 











v I N, SC ALp 
& BLS) SEASE 
Ci t e Gured by 
VERY SKIN AND SCALP DISEASE, WHETHER 
4 torturing, disfiguring, humiliating, itching, burning, bleed- 
ing, scaly, crusted, pimply, or blotchy, with loss of hair, from 
= to the most distressing eczemas, and every humor of the 
lood, whether simple, scrofulous, or hereditary, is speedily, per- 
manently, and economically cured by the Curicura REMEDIEs, 
consisting of CuTicurA, the great Skin Cure, CuTicurA SOAP, an 
exquisite Skin Purifier and Beautifier, and CuTricuraA KESOLVENT, 
the new Blood and Skin Purifier and greatest of Humor Remedies, 
when the best physicians and all other remedies fail. This is 
strong language, but true. Thousands of grateful testimonials 
from infancy to age attest their wonderful, unfailing «nd incom- 
parable efficacy. 
Sold everywhere. Price, CuTicura, 5o0c.; Soap, 25c.; Re- 
SOLVENT, $1 Prepared by Potter Drug and Chemical Corporation, 


Boston, Mass. 
Send for “‘ How to Cure Skin and Blood Diseases.’’ 





aa =~ Pimples, blackheads, chapped and oily skin pre- =@& 
sa 4a 


vented by Curicur, Soap. . 





Rheumatism, Kidney Pains, and Muscular Weak- 
ness relieved in one minute by the Curicura ANTI- 
Pain PLASTER. 25¢. 


























sss DJS SSS SSS 
Guaranteed to contain wo rosin, or any injurious 


substances. Delicacy of Perfume unexcelled. Sole 
U.S. Agents, 


MULHENS & KROPFF, New York _ ss 


DANCING 
AIR BALL. 


A ball that dances freely in mid-air 
withoutstringsorwires. A barrel of 
fun and amusement, a scientific pusz- 
zle,a healthy toy and everiastingen- 
tertainment. Sample post-paid, 10c. 

: Agents, everybody, write for Catalogue 
@& new inventions and quick sellers. 
MAGIC INTRODUCTION co., 


Broadway, N. 
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DO YOU KNOW 
WHAT 
CARR'S MELTON IS? 
It is the toughest and most 
reliable fabric 
Constant use has 
















WOVEN 
Overcoats. 
little or no effect on the wear. 
service. We have them in 
different shades, and make to 
measure for $35.00, 
Satin- 


SS 


your 
‘““Wool or Farmer 
Lined.” <Any style desired, 
single or double-breasted. 


Samples and Sclf- Measure Rules Mailed on 
Application. 






771 Broadway, 
Cor. oth St., 
New York. 


145 & 147 
Bowery’, 
New Vork. 





You don’t want comfori. If you 
don’t wish to look well dressed. 
if you don’t want the best, then 
u don't want the Lace Back 
uspender. Your dealer has it if 
heis alive. Ifheisn’t he shouldn't 
be your dealer. We will mail a 
pair on receipt of $1.00. None 
genuine without the stamp as 

above. _- 
Lace Back Suspender Co., 

657 Prince ‘treet, N. ¥. 
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Looks well after years of hard | 





FOUND AT LAST. 


I’ve found at last a book I ’ve sought 
Thro’ many weary stages — 

A book with rarest interest fraught, 
A book of sixty pages. 


A book in which there is not one 
Suggestion of a blunder; 

No type misplaced, no phrase undone, 
And hence a bookish wonder. 


It cost me not a single sou, 
No dollar from my bank-book. 
It advertises ‘* Harkin’s Shoe: 
Three-Dollar Brand” —a blank-book. 
Carlyle Smith, in Harper's Bazar. 


‘¢ HELLO, old man! have any luck shooting?” 

‘¢] should say I did! Shot seventeen ducks in 
one day.” 

«¢ Were they wild?” 

«¢ Well — no—not exactly; but the farmer 
who owned them was.” — //larpfer’s Bazar. 


“‘Pycx’s Painting-Book” for Children, 50c. 
The old-fashioned, common-sense Painting Book. 


RAPTURE. 

When snow lies thick upon the ground, 
It makes me dance a jig 

To think my Summer coat is hid 


Beneath my ulster big. 
‘ —Clothier and Furnisher. 


‘Patent Utilization, or Representative 


wanted for a new Motor, the working of which is done by com- 
mon, refined petroleum, or heavy oils, Although it is very simple, 
cheap, and of small weight, its working power surpasses that of 
all other machines, as it is worked much cheaper than steam en- 
For particulars apply 


ly to 
I. M. GROB & CO., LEIPZIG-EUTRITZSCH. (GERMANY). 


gines, 


How inappropriate some things are in this world! A 
Poughkeepsie undertaker’s favorite expression is, ‘‘ man 
alive!’ —Yonkers Statesman. 


HAVE YOU BEEN THERE? 

Where? Why, to Arnheim's Mammoth Tailoring Estab- 
lishment, of course! If you want an Overcoat or an Ulster, 
a Business Suit or a Dress Suit, or, in fact, garments of 
any kind, we know of no better place to have them made 
than at Arnheim's. 

A few of the advantages patrons of this vast establish- 
ment secure, are: First, a large assortment of the finest 
lines of goods to select from (Arnheim has one hundred 
rolls of cloth where the smaller tailors have but ten). 
Second, a perfect fit in every respect (Arnheim's Designers 
and Cutters have been with him for years, and thev are the 
champions in their profession). Third, everything delivered 
on time, when promised, (Arnheim numbers his workmen 
by the hundreds, the smaller establishments by the tens). 
All these advantages, and many others which we need not 
mention, at a minimum of cost. 

While it is like an old story to tell this to New Yorkers, 
the point we wish to make is this: residents of any part of 
the United States have the resources of this establishment 
practically at their doors. Arnheim does a Mail Order 
business which covers the country from Maine to California. 
By sending for his simple rules for self-measurement and 
samples of goods you can make your choice of material, 
and have as perfect and stylish a fit as if you were measured 


in the store. This branch of the business, and, in fact, all of | 


the branches, is under the personal supervision of Mr. 
Arnheim, assisted by his able and energetic manager, Mr. 
Barter, a gentleman whose uniform courtesy is appreciated 
by the patrons of the house. 

In conclusion, we beg to remind our readers that the 
address is Arnheim's Mammoth Tailoring Establishment, 
and the location, Corner of Bowery and Spring Street, 


New York City. 





VAN Hovuten’s Cocoa —“ Once tried, used always.” 


GOLDEN CROSS HOTEL, 


LONDON, ENGLAND. 
Opposite Charing Cross Station. Main Station for Continent 
al Trains. American clients, before leaving the States, are 
respectfully requested to cable or write for Apartments to 
GOLDEN Cross Hore, London, Eng. Prop.—R. SINCLAIR. 


ASTHMA,.cURED! 












; S AST URE never 
Sails to give instant relief in the worst ca: es; insures 
§ where all others fail. A 
- Price, BO cts, and 
Sample FREE for 
St. Paul, Minn. 





comfortable sleep; effects CU 

trial convinces the most skeptica 

OoO—O,, of Druggists or by mail. 
SCHIFFMANN 


PILES 
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Cure in 15 days. 


INSTANT RELIEF. r ‘ 
f No Salve. No 


Never returns. No purge 
suppository. KEMEDY MAILED FREE. Address, 



















A DELICIOUS REMEDY 


For all forms of Indigestion, and 


BEEMAN’S PEP IN GUM, Tue PERFECTION o CHEWING GUM. 


it cannot be obtained from dealers, send five cents in stamps for sample package, to 
BEEMAN CHEM. CO., Originators and Manufacturers, Cleveland, 0. ‘‘Beware of Imitations.”” Mention this paper. 


TEN TAPE TED Wine nD Few’ POPS A OP IPS) ‘& WIR 

















J. H. REEVES, Box 3290. New York City, N. Y. | 


| 
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___| BEWARE 


THE REMINGTON 








Is to-day, as it 
has ever been, 
the leading 
Typewriter. 
Carefully 





tested im- 


Send for llustrated Catalogue. 


provements 


are constantly added to this famous 


machine. 


TRY OUR PARAGON BRAND OF TVPEWRITER 
RIBBONS 


Wyckoff, Seamans & Benedict, 
327 Broadway, New York. 


For a disordered Liver try BEECKAM's TILLSs. 


$1500 a Year Guaranteed 


\ selling PANTS to Order, $3 and upwards; 
SUITS to Order, 815 and upwards; 
OVERCOATS to Order, 812 and up- 
wards. We want a local Agent in every County 
of the U.S. Write for terms. If in need of clothing 
write for samples and rules for self-measurement 
to the Originators of High Grade Goods at Low 
Grade Prices. Address Wunter Mfg. Co., 
Cincinnati,O. Largest Tailoring Firm inthe U.S. 


RUTHAMETO PARLOR GAME 


rl 
RN Latest Novelty, Sells like hot cakes. 
WS Sample by mail, 25 cts. Send for circulars. 
Oe Agents wanted. RUTHAMETO NOVELTY €0., 
1022 Chicago Opera House, CHICAGO, ILL. 


THE PLEASANT VALLEY 
WINE Co, 


Rheims, Steuben Co., N. Y. 


This is the Finest 
Champagne produced in 
America, and compares 
favorably with European 
Vintages. 
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A Natural Gen- 
uine Champagne, fer- 
mented in the bottle, 
two years being re- 
quired to perfect the 
Wine. ' 


Our Sweet and 
Dry Catawba and Port 
are, like all our Wines, 
made from Select- 
ed grapes, and are 
Pure Wines. 


For prices, address, 


D. BAUDER, * 


Secretary. 





A Freak in Pocket Books. 
mall size,square shape, 
° exible. Satisfaction 
mor money refunded. 
‘Handsome Russian 
Red, Tan or Brown. 
vo. 1, for Coin only, 
Mpos -paid, 2&cts. No.3, 7 
it meombination for Coins, eels 
BACK. Bills and Stamps, post- FRONT. : 
paid, G@ cts. Agents, dealers, everybody, write for catalogue of 375 
new inventions. MAGIC INTRODUCTION i 227 Broadway,N,¥, 





OF IMITATIONS OF BENT & CO”S HAND 








WOMAN'S WAY. 


T WAS two bold knights-errant, they rode forth to take the air; 
They were seeking for adventures, anywhere and everywhere ; 
One was aged and experienced, and one was young and brash ; 
The Experienced was prudent and the Inexperienced rash. 

And presently they came upon a couple unaware — 

A huge and hideous monster, who beat a lady fair. 

He was great and grim and terrible, a bulbous, bloated brute, 

With hairy hands and nose that shamed the beet’s ensanguined root ; 

He was knobbed and gnarled and twisted, like a huge misshapen tree ; 

And the young man’s heart waxed furious to see what he did see. 

For the brute he banged the lady till one trembled for her life : 

And when they asked him why, he said, ‘‘ Oh, nothing— she's my wife." 


The Knight-Errant of Experience, he made a bow polite ; 

Said he: ‘A family affair? Excuse me, sir — good night ! 

Excuse me if I can not stay —I think I'll hurry on!” 

‘*Shame!"’ cried the Inexperienced Knight; but the older knight was gone. 


So the young knight laid his lance in rest, and his youthful heart uprose ; 
And he charged upon the monster, and just touched his mighty nose; 
And the monster reached out for him and with one tremendous thrust 

He knocked the good knight off his horse, and laid him in the dust; 

And twenty minutes later that young knight slowly woke 

And lay a-counting up the bones and things that monster broke ; 

And as he wondered at the meed of brave knight-errantree, 

He saw the Lady sitting on that horrid monster's knee. 


She laid her dainty fingers, as she sat in loving pose, 

On a scratch, all but invisible, upon that monster's nose ; 

Her tender, soothing accents had a sweet and silvery ring : 

‘* Did the nassy man scratch hubby's nose, oo pitty itty sing ? 
He was a nassy wicked man, to give her hubby pain ; 

Just let his tweetums kiss the place, and make it well again!" 


When the youthful knight went on his way, he was exceeding sore ; 
But he knew a great big spreading lot more than he did before. 


J.Ottmann bith.Co.pycnBunome.nv. 








